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Chapter One 


Nikki used drugs to deal with things, and he wasn't ashamed to admit it. 


Of course, it did give him some problems. Nikki had to wear long sleeves so that nobody would look at his track 
marks, and he had to lock himself in his room whenever he crashed, but the high jubilation that came from 
the drugs made all of that shit worth it. Nikki would endure all the distasteful looks and the passive aggressive 
insults for the confidence that being high gave him. 


It wasn't surprising, really. All the self-respecting musicians did drugs, and Nikki was one of them. He did drugs 
when he was hapoy, when he was sad, when he was angry, it didn't matter, and five minutes after he 
recovered from the crash, he would be shooting or snorting up again, and nobody could stop him. Although it 
was getting harder and harder for Nikki to keep the charade up. 


But Nikki was able to keep the act up because he didn't want anybody to get concerned for him, and so, when 
his vision began to blur, he didn't say anything, just assumed his vision was getting worse. But his glasses 
didn't help, didn't assuage the blurriness that was overtaking his eyes. Nikki didn't say anything, though, 
whether from fear that it had something to do with the drugs, or perhaps something else, he didn't mention 
his eyes to anybody. 


Nikki couldn't risk being forced away to rehab for some stupid intervention But despite his best efforts hide 
his steadily worsening vision, it went noticed by the people whom Nikki tried his best to hide it from. Tommy 
noticed that, when they played pool, Nikki's aim was off. Vince noticed that, on stage, Nikki nearly tripped over 
amps and chords. Mick noticed that Nikki was grown clumsy and awkward. 


Brushing off their concerns, Nikki assured them that he was fine. He just needed better lenses, is all. Nikki 
didn't know if he was fine, not really, but he was determined not to allow this problem to get in the way of 
anything, determined not to stop shooting himself up, and determined not to make them worry about him, least 


of all Mick, who had enough to worry about with his back. 


And then, on Thursday, Nikki shot up a little too much and found himself waking up in a hospital, with only 
bright spots of white and grey remaining of his vision 


Nikki woke up slowly, with an odd taste in his mouth and the feeling of having been bowled over by a semi- 
truck throbbing through his body. He didn't think about anything for a moment, eyes closed and bathed in 


darkness, his hesd hurting, wondering where he was, because he hadn't gone to bed last night. 


No, Nikki definitely hadn't gone to bed. He had been shooting up with Tommy in the studio, he would've 
remembered getting up to go and join Mick in bed. Nikki didn't remember it because it hadn't happened, and 
then he moved his head, because his body felt heavy, and his head was the only part of his body that he felt 


he had any real control over in that moment. 


The room was silent. No. There was a beeping noise, but not like an alarm clock, not loud and irregular like a 
clock, but low and monotonous, and it sounded familiar, but Nikki couldn't quite place it. There was a hand in his. 


Nikki tried to stretch his fingers but the other person's hand was enclosed over them. 


Nikki's grogginess turned to confusion, and he found the strength to open his eyes to try and figure out what 
was going on and where he was. He forced them open, and it was blurry. But Nikki's eyes were blurry. He 
couldn't make out shapes, just faint colors, mostly grey and dull whites, and he lay there for a moment, 


waiting for his vision to return to normal, but it remained like that. 


Through the confusion, alarm prodded at Nikki's heart. He was in a hospital. It was a heart monitor that was 
making that noise and he had an IV stuck in his arm, and he pushed himself into a sitting position Nikki pulled 
his hand from the grip and looked around, his heart beginning to pound. He could barely make out colors, could 
barely make out shapes, it was a mess of dull color and unrecognizable shapes that made Nikki's heart 


constrict. 


He couldn't see, he couldn't see, he couldn't fucking see. Nikki grasped at the blankets and tossed them off of 
his legs. There was a faint noise, the sound of a blanket brushing against the coarse, paper-y material of 
Nikki's hospital gown, and then a grunting noise from Nikki's right, coming from the owner of the hand. 


The mattress was hard. The room was cold. Nikki felt his panic worsen and he grappled at the railing on the 
side of the the bed, his breath coming out in uncomfortable pants as he tried to figure out what the fuck was 
happening, why he couldn't see, why he was in the hospital in the first place. 


"Nik, no, get back in the bed" Mick said, his footsteps heavy on the linoleum floor as he rounded the bed. He 
was a dark, blotchy shape, moving steadily and surprisingly quickly because of his back. Mick rarely moved 
faster than a shuffle, he was alarmed and panicked, too. Mick knew the reason why they wete in the hospital, 
and that was, somehow, even worse than not knowing. 


Mick's footsteps stop, his hand was on Nikki's shoulder. "I can't see." Nikki's voice sounded hoarse and his eyes 
were burning a little bit. Nikki gripped the railing until his hands cramped. "I can't see. Mick. | can't see." Nikki 
hated how weak he sounded, how absolutely scared and pathetic, but he couldn't help the fear and confusion 
that was coursing through his body. 


"What?" Mick sounded alarmed. "Not at all? Like all black?" He moved away slightly, and his shoes slid across 
the floor. But Mick's hand remained a heavy weight on Nikki's upper arm, keeping him on the bed, keeping him 
still. 


"Blotchy. Shapes." Nikki whispered, feeling his fear deepen. 


“Alright.” Mick's voice got a little firmer, and he cleared his throat. "I just pressed the button for the 
nurse..don't worry.” But Mick was one to speak, he knew what was wrong with his back, Nikki had no idea what 
was up with his eyes. 


That was unfair, though, and Nikki swallowed thickly and nodded. "Why'm | here?" 


"Drug overdose." Mick replied. "Get back into bed" He ushered Nikki back onto the back, placing his other hand 
on Nikki's back and urging him to get back into the bed, as if Nikki was in danger of dying if he stayed like he 


was for too long. 


For the first time that day, something made sense. Drug overdose. Nikki was surprise but not too shocked. 
"Okay" He pulled his legs back into bed, but he felt vulnerable and remained near the edge, alert. Nikki felt on 
edge and he could see that Mick remained standing by his side by the mere darkness of his hair. 


Mick took a deep breath. "I'm sure that it'll be fine." He replied. "Is it any better?" 


No, it wasn't better at all. Nikki shook his head, unsure of how to quite formulate the response that should've 
been simple. "No." Nikki whispered, feeling terror at the thought of, I'm going to be blind It was a thought that 
Nikki had never thought he would ever have to think, but there he sat, with the heaviness settling over him. 


The door opened, it creaked loudly and then shut. There was the sound of shoes on the floor, of scrubs 
brushing against the floor. "Oh, he's awake, that's good." A woman said, sounding mildly surprised She was a 


smoker, Nikki could hear the hoarse scratchiness in her voice. "I'll go get a Doctor." The Nurse said. 


"He can't see." Mick said quickly, speaking the words that Nikki couldn't force out for himself. Mick rubbed 
Nikki's back. "He says that his vision is..blotchy." Mick sounded awkward when he said the last part, unsure. But 
Nikki was grateful that the older man was explaining for Nikki, who usually hated being treated like a child, 


because he couldn't force the words out even if he tried 
"Blotchy?" The Nurse repeated. "For how long?" She asked. 
"Since he woke up." Mick replied, sounding a little annoyed. 
"Alright, | will go get a Doctor." The Nurse said, and the door opened and closed. 


Mick rubbed Nikki's back and his hands moved up toward his neck "I'm sure that it's just a side-effect from a 
medication they gave you, or the drugs, maybe. It'll be okay." Mick didn't sound convinced, but he tried to put 


as much conviction into his voice as humanely possible without being too confident: 

And Nikki wanted to believe that, he really need, but deep down, he knew something was very, very wrong. 
That this couldn't be explained away so easily, because he had been dealing with the blurry vision for months, 
this wasn't normal, and Nikki knew it much too well to be reassured. 

The door opened again The sound of shoes on the floor came again, louder, this time, because these were 


dress shoes and they had a heel. Mick squeezed Nikki's arm in silent reassurance. "It'll be alright." Mick 
repeated, as if saying it enough would mean it would come true when the furthest was the truth. 


"Hello, Mr. Sixx. | was beginning to grow worried." A man said. 


Nikki took a deep breath, he didn't want to be blind, but he wondered if not saying anything about his steadily 


worsening vision had been a mistake. ‘Don't get ahead of yourself Nikki reminded himself, silent. 

"| was informed by your nurse that you cannot see very well?" The Doctor said. 

More than anything, Nikki just wanted to see what Mick's expression was, if he was pitying or angry or sad. 
Nikki wanted to see The Doctor and The Nurse, he felt at a severe disadvantage, he needed to see. "Only..fuzzy 
things. Colors." Nikki replied softly, bowing his head. "My vision has been blurry over the last few weeks." Nikki 
added, feeling the need to make sure his bases were covered. 

"Have you seen any Doctors for this? Optometrists?" The Doctor asked. 


Nikki shook his head. "No." He replied 


"Hey." Mick said, sounding perplexed. "Why didn't you tell me?" He asked. 


"Are you experiencing any pain?" The Doctor asked, disapproval heavy in his voice, sounding almost like a 


disapproving mother. 

"No." Nikki replied, the burning had faded. 

"Alright. Well, we need to run some tests. None of the medications you were on put on should be causing this 
problem. I'll send a Nurse in to take your blood pressure and to ensure that there's no other issues, all right?" 
The Doctor said. 


Nikki didn't reply. Mick, as always, was there to back him up. "Okay." He replied. 


The Doctor walked away, and the door shut heavily. The silence was even heavier, and Nikki was stuck staring 
at shapeless lights. His heart was pounding painfully against his ribcage. "Why didn't you tell me?" Mick asked. 


‘I'm sorry. | didn't wannabe a burden" Nikki took a deep breath. 
Mick shifted, and then the vague shape of his body sunk as he went and sat down on the edge of the bed, 
clasping Nikki's cold hands within his own "You'll never be a burden to me." He replied. "And we're gonna figure 


this out..together." 


The words were hopeful, but Nikki shook his head. "I just wanna see your face again 


Chapter Two 


A small part of Nikki had hoped that it would get better. 


The clock was ticking. Nikki had become hyper-aware of each noise, of the little hands moving behind the 
clock's glass barrier, of the sound of his and Mick's breathing, of the birds chirping outside of his window. 
Noise told Nikki what his eyes couldn't, and Nikki wasn't sure if he could appreciate that without getting his 


hearing taken away from him, too, a bitter reminder of his situation. 


But it didn't get better. Nor did it get worse. Instead, Nikki sat there, hands bunched against his knees, knowing, 
no matter how much he could try to deny it, that he would never be able to see again. He was Blind. Maybe 
not completely so, after all, Nikki could make out the faintest of shapes, of colors - but that didn't make it any 
easier to deal with. In fact, it made Nikki feel guilty because there were other people in worse situations than 


his own. 


Mick didn't say anything. He was sitting on the chair beside the bed. He had said something about calling Vince 
and Tommy to give them updates but hadn't actually gone to do it. Nikki wondered if he was angry, 
disappointed, scared, saddened, and also wondered if Mick blamed Nikki, if there was no pity because there had 
been warning signs, but Nikki hadn't listened. 


In honesty, Nikki didn't know what he preferred. Pity, or blame. Nikki hated bring pitied but also hated it when 
somebody he liked was mad at him. He didn't do well with emotions, even if they weren't his own, and Mick was 


a hard person to judge even when Nikki could see his face. Face. God. Nikki missed Mick's face. 

The door opened, closed. Footsteps. "Good morning, Mr. Sixx." A man said. 

A nurse, of course it was. Nikki didn't want to be poked and prodded like a fucking animal, didn't want to feel like 
he was on the spot and like one wrong answer would mean his eternal servitude. Vaguely, he saw a shape in 
blue walking around and then founding the bed to stand at his other side. 

"And you are?" The Nurse asked, polite but quick to the point. 

"A friend" Mick replied quickly. "Moral support." He added. 

Nikki blinked. The Nurse made a noise of approval. "Alright, Mr. Sixx. Do you know how long your vision has 
been experiencing problems?" The Nurse asked, and even though Nikki couldn't see him, he could imagine that 
the other man had a clipboard and pen out in preparation for taking notes. 

'It.started a few months ago. | think" Nikki wasn't sure if that was the truth, the drugs made his memory 


hazy. But Nikki was sure that it at least had been that long, and he heard Mick sigh. Nikki felt ashamed in a 
way that Mick's disappointment could only make him. "My glasses didn't help it” He said. 


"And how long has it been so bad you couldn't see?" The Nurse asked. 
"Since | woke up." Nikki replied 


The Nurse hummed, and then he moved. Nikki could see his shape moving until he was standing beside Mick. 


"Can you see what l'm doing?" The Nurse asked. 


"You just moved" Nikki wasn't sure if that was the right answer, and he hated not knowing, hated being seen 
as an idiot because he didn't understand, didn't see. It made him feel vulnerable and like a fucking idiot, and Nikki 


couldn't even answer such a simple question because he couldn't tell what was going on. 


"Well, yes." The Nurse said. "But I'm also doing something else. Can you see?" He asked again, patiently, calmly 


awaiting for the answer. 


Nikki stared at the vague shape, frustrated. He didn't see. "No." Nikki forced himself to admit through clenched 
teeth, hating the admittance, the weakness that he was being forced to go through. But Nikki knew, deep down, 
that it was his own fault for not taking the warnings signs seriously. 


“Alright. Well, I'm just going to take your blood pressure and ask a few questions regarding your health.’ The 
Nurse set the clipboard down, the wood thumped lightly against the bedside table. "Will that be alright?" He 
asked. 


"Yes." Nikki replied, knowing that there was no other choice. 


‘lm going to touch you, okay?" The Nurse said. Nikki nodded and he felt something wrapped around his upper 
arm. Nikki pressed his lips into a thin line and looked at the place he knew Mick was sitting. Nikki wanted to see 


Mick's face, but he couldn't, it was just a fuzzy mess of vague shapes. 


"Blood pressure is normal." The Nurse said, and the pen scratched against the paper as he wrote it down. "Now, 
do you have a history of drug use?" It was straight from the left-field, a heavy question that hit Nikki like a 
truck. 


Nikki tensed. It's not history. Its NOW. Nikkk sighed. "Ido cocaine. And heroin 

If the room could've gotten anymore quiet, a pin could've dropped five miles away and Nikki would've been able 
to hear it. His heart dropped and he looked down, as if he could actually see any of the looks he was bring 
given by the other two men in the room, two people who were, undeniably, judging him. 

The Nurse cleared his throat, breaking the awkward silence like a knife. "Do you drink heavily?" He asked, 
sounding nervous about the answer. He hadn't been expecting to be told that Nikki did both of those drugs on 
the regular. It was like asking for a bite of something and getting the whole plate of food. 


"Yeah." Nikki didn't see the point of lying, loath as he did to tell the truth. 


"Have you experienced any head trauma in the last few years?" The Nurse asked. 
That one was more complicated. "Not in several years." Nikki replied. 


Somehow, the answer was even worse than the two previous. Nikki could practically feel the other two starting 
at him, they were pitying him, and Nikki hated it, wished he could tell them to stop, to just stop even looking at 
him because they could see something that he couldn't and it frustrated him. 


"lIl leave you two alone for now.’ The Nurse out emphasis on for now. "I'll be back soon, you need to undergo 
some tests, like seeing if your pupils respond to light, for example, but, unfortunately, we need to get in 
contact with your optometrist first." He said. "Is there anything that we can get for you?" The Nurse asked, 
his scrubs scuffling on the floor as he shifted and began to move. 


"No." Nikki mumbled, shaking his head. 
"Alright" The Nurse moved away, and the door opened and shut again. 


The room plunged into an uncomfortable silence, one brought on by stress and fear and the unknown that was 
dangling over their heads. Neither of them knew what was happening, what would happen, if this was even 


fixable, and Nikki knew that it wasn't, that this was final, but he still would've liked an option. 


Mick sighed heavily, but didn't say anything. Nikki didn't, either. The room was cold and it smelt sterile. It was 
like they were in an elevator and slowly descending down, down, down into the cavernous world below their own, 


where monsters and darkness reigned and there was no escaping it. 


"Don't get discouraged" Mick finally said, in a false hope voice. He shifted and the chair legs rubbed against the 
linoleum floor. "Whatever it is.l'm sure it isn't forever." Mick was, however, a pessimist by nature, and he was 


audibly forcing the words out to try and provide a small miniscule of comfort. 
Nikki shook his head. "I'm Blind." He said, lifeless. 
"Even if you are, then I'm sure we can figure something out." Mick replied. 


"How am | gonna." Nikki lifted his shoulders, shrugged, unable to pull the words from his throat and force 
them into reality. He didn't know how he was going to live his life, how he was going to play, write, go through 
his day-to-day life. 


The idea of spending his life with this was terrifying. Nikki didn't know how he was going to live like this. He 
prided himself on being independent, but how the hell was he gonna drive, also down the street, play bass, 


write lyrics, walk down the fucking stairs? Nikki wants to scream from pure frustration. 


"| don't know." Mick replied honestly. "But this isn't the end" He added. 


Nikki scoffed. "Easy for you. You can see." He replied. 

"But | can barely walk. So we're even" Mick pointed out, and then he moved. 

The room was cold, and Mick's hand was warm when he slid it over Nikki's. It was an affectionate gesture that 
Nikki wasn't used to, and he was startled that Mick was holding his hand in such a public place when Mick was 


usually so firm about their relationship being kept under wraps for fear of being found out. 


Nikki wasn't sure where he was even supposed to be looking at. "| don't know what the fuck l'm gonna do now." 


He said weakly. 


"Hey..do you remember when | was bedridden, and you told me that it didn't matter because you would be my 
back?" Mick said. 


"Yeah." Nikki didn't know what Mick was going for, 

"You'll be my back, I'll be your eyes." Mick said determinedly. 

The words sent a shiver down Nikki's spine. "That's impossible." He whispered. 

Mick laughed softly. "Why not? Just trust me on this. Okay? We can make it through this, you're still Nikki, 
even if you can't see. I'll be here to tell you where to go, | promise." Mick put emphasis on each word, 


determined, persistent. 


And Nikki tried, but he couldn't bring himself to believe that it would be as blissfully okay as Mick seemed to 
think it would be. 


